CHAPTER              THIRTEEN
"Franco is not Playing the Game"
"T'M bored with looking at damned bomb-holes,
JLlVe seen them in France as big as Leicester
Square. These are flea bites, sir, flea bites!" Captain
Crawford Green banged the table, his gout was better,
his liver, however, had taken a turn for the worse, The
table began to shake and the long windows rattled,
distant crashes grew louder, the hawker outside the
hotel left his stock of woollen hats and badges and ran
through the swing-doors for safety. The crowds were
scattering* The whole delegation rushed to the front
of the hotel, we were in time to see line after line of
German Junkers and Caprionis pass over our heads.
We waited for the grinding roar of bombs to tear open
the wide Gran Via.
"By God, they look good, this going to mean another
tour of the bomb-holes?"
How pleasant, I thought, back to your little constit-
uency to describe the bombing of Madrid over a glass
of port at the dub. Each of those bombs means torn
flesh and misery, homes turned into piles of smoking
ruins.